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SCENE—BABYLOYN. 


ALEXANDER THE GREAT. 


ACT L—SCENE J. 4 


ALEXANDER'S CAMP BEFORE BABYLON. 


Hepheſtion and ner” = fighting, Clytus parting 


CTHAT, are you madmen? This a time for 
yt. V quarrel ? 
Put up, I fay—Or, by the gods that form'd me, 


He, who retuſes, makes a foe of Clytus. 


Lyfe. 1 have his ſword. 
Cly:. But muſt not have his life. 
L,. Muſt not, old Clytus! 
Clyt. Hair-brain'd boy, you muſt not. 
Heph. Lend me thy ſword, thou father of the war, 
T hou far-fam'd guard of Alexander's life. 
Curſe on this weak, unexecuting arm ! 
Lend it, old Clytus, to redeem my fame ; 
Lyfimachus is brave, and elſe will ſcorn me. 
Ly. There, take thy ſword; and, fince thou' rt bent on 
Know, tis thy glory that thou dieft by me. [death, 
Clyt. Stay thee, Lyſimachus; He ion, hold ; 
I bar you both; my body interpos d; 
Now, let me fee, which of you dares to ſtrike. 
By Jove, you've ſtirr'd the old man !—that raſh arm, 
'T hat firſt advances, moves againſt the gods, 


And our great King, whoſe deputy I ftand. 


Lai. Some prop rer time muſt terminate our quarrel. 
1 bleeding wounds my honour 


Chi. 
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Cyr, Some prop'rer time l tis fa!ſe—no hour is proper ; 
No time ſhould fee a brave man do amiſs. 
Sav, what's the noble cauſe of all this madneſs ? 
What vaſt ambition blows the dangerous fire? 
Why, a vain, ſiniling, whining, coz'ning woman. 
By all my triumphs, in the heat of youth, 
When towns were ſack'd, and beauties proſtrate lay, 
When my blood boil'd, and nature work'd me high, 
Clytus ne'er bow'd his body to ſuch ſhame; 
I knew 'em, and deſpis'd their cobweb arts: 
The whole ſex is not worth a foldier's thought. 
 _ £y/. Our cauſe of quarrel may to thee ſeem light 
But know, alets has {et the world in arms. 
Clyt. Yes; Troy, they tell us, by a woman fell. 
Curte on the ſex, they are che bane of virtue! 
Death ! I had rather this right arm were loft, 
Than that the king thould hear of your imprudence— 
What, on a day thus ſet apart for triumph! 
Lyfi. We were, indeed, to blame. 
Ct. This memorable day 
When our hot maſter, whoſe impatient foul 
Out- rides the fun, and ſighs for other worlds 
To ſpread his conqueſts, and di ffuſe his glory, 
Now bids the trumpet for a while be ſilent, 
And plays with monarchs, whom he us'd to drive; 
Shall we, by broils, awake him into rage, 
1 that has ceas'd to roar 1 1 
Ly. Clytus, thou'rt right put up thy ſword, He- 
Hato: not eclips'd Fu light of reaſon, [pheſtion : 
Untold we might this conſequence have feen. 
Heph. Why has not reaſon power to conquer love? 
Why are we thus enilav'd ? | 
Che. Becauſe unmann'd; 
Becauſe ye follow Alexander's ſteps. 
Heavens ! that a face ſhould thus bewitch his foul, 
And ruin all that's great and godlike in it ! 
Talk be my bane ; yet the old man mult talk; 
Not fo he lov'd, when he at Iſſus fought, 
And join'd in mighty combat with Darius, 
Whom from his chariot, flaming all with gems, 
He hurl'd to earth, and catch'd the imperial crown. 
*T was not the ſhot of love perform'd that feat; 
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He knew no Cupids then. Now, mark the change; 
A brace of rival queens embroil the court; 
And, while each hand is thus employ d in beauty, 
Where has he room for glory. 
Hy. In his heart. | 
Ca. Well ſaid, young minion !—TI, indeed, forgot 
To whom | fpoke——But Sytigamvis comes. 
Now is your time ; for with her comes an idol 


T hat claims your homage I'll attend the king Ex. Clyt. 
Enter Syſigambis and Pariſatis. 


Sy. Why will you wound me with your fond com- 
And urge a tait that I can never grant? [ plaints, 
You know, my child, 'tis Alexander's will; 

Here, he demands vou for his lov'd Hephe ition. 

'To diſobey him might enflame his wrath, 

And plunge our houſe in ruins yet unknown. 
Pari. To tooth this god, and charm him into temper, 

Is there no victim, none but Paritatis ? 

Muſt I be doom'd to wretchedneſs and woe, 

That others may enjoy the veror's ſmiles ? 

Oh, if you ever lov'd my 2 

And ſure you did, your guſhing tears proclaim it, 

If till his name be dear, kave pity on me 

He would not t.:us have forc'd me to deſpair; 

Indeed he would not ; had I begg'd him thus, 

He would have heard me, e er my heart was broke. 

S. When will my ſufferings end? Oh, when, ye gods! 
For fixty rolling years, my foul has ſtood | 
The dread viciffitudes of fate unnov d; 

I thought *em your decrees, and therefore yielded. 
But this laſt trial, as it ſprings from folly, 
Exceeds my ſuff rance, and | muſt complain. 

Lyfe. When Syligambis mourns, no common woe 

Can be the cauſe ; tis miſery indeed. 
Yet, pardon, mighty queen, a wretched prince, 
Who thus prefumes to plead the cauſe ot love. 
Beyond my life, beyond the world, I prize 
Fair Parifatis——Hear me, I conjure you 
As you have authoriz'd Hepheſtion's vows, 


Reje&t 
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Reje not mine ; grant me but equal leave 

To ſerve the Princefs, and let love decide. 

Hel. A blefling like the beauteous Pariſatis 
Whole years of ſervice, and the world's wide empire, 

With all the blood that circles in our veins, 

Can never merit ; therefore, in my favour 

I begg'd the king to interpoſe his int'reſt ; 

Therefore I beg'd your majeſty's aſſiſtance; 

Your word is paſt, and all my hopes reſt on't. 

Lyfs. Periſh ſuch hopes! for love's a generous paſſion, 
Whuch feeks the happineſs of her we love, 

Beyond th'enj of our own defires ; 
Nor kings nor parents here have ought to do. 
Love owns no influence, and diſdains controul ; 
Let them ſtand neuter, and tis all I aſk. 

Heph. Such arrogance, did Alexander woo, 
Would loſe him all the conqneſts he has won. 

Lyfi. To talk of conqueſts well becomes the man, 

Whoſe life and ſword are but his rival's gift. 
Sy, It grieves me, brave Lyſimachus, to find 
My power fall ſhort of my deſires to ſerve you; 
You know, Hepheſtion firſt declar'd his love, 

And 'tis as true, I promis'd him my aid. 

Your glorious king, his mighty advocate, 

Became himſelf an humble ſuppliant for him. 
Forget her, prince, and triumph o'er your paſſion ; 
A conqueſt worthy of a foul like thine. 

Lyfi. Forget her, Madam! fooner ſhall the ſun 
Forget to ſhine, and tumble from his ſphere. 
Farewel, great queen——my honour now demands 
That Alexander ſhould himſelf explain 3 
That wond'rous merit which exalts his fav rite, 
And caſts Lyſimachus at ſueh a diſtance. [Exit Lyſi. 

Si. In this wild tranſport of ungovern d paſſion, | 
Too far, I fear, he will incenſe the king. 

Is Alexander yet, my lord, arriv'd ? 

Hepk. Madam, I know not; but Caſſander comes; 
He may, perhaps, inform us. 

Syfe. I would ſhun him: 

Something there is, I know not why, that ſhocks me, 
Something my nature ſhrinks at, when I ſee him. [Excun?. 


Euler 
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Enter Caſſander. 

Cafſ. The face of day now bluſkes ſcarlet deep, 
Now tiackens into night. The low'ring fun, 
As if the dreadtul bufinefs he foreknew, 

Drives heav:ly his fable chariot on; 

All n:ture ſcems alarm'd for Alexander. 

Why be it ſo. Her pangs proclaim my triumph. 
My toul's firſt wiſhes are to ſtartle fate, 

And ſtrike amazement through the hoſt of heav'n. 
A mad Chaldean, with a flaming torch, | 
C.unc to my bed laſt night, and bellowing o'er me, 
Well had it been for Babylon, he cried, 
If curſt Caffander never had been born. 


Enter Theſſalus. 
How now. dear Theſlalus, what packet's that? 

The. From Macedon, a truſty ſlave juit brought it, 
| Your father chides us for our cold delay; 
He favs Craterus, by the king's appointment, 

Comes, in his room, to govern Maceden, 
Which nothing but the tyrant's death can hinder. 
Therefore he bids vs boldly ſtiike at once, 
Or quit our purpoſe, and confeſs our fears. | 

Caf]. Is not his fate refolv'd ? this night he dies; 

And thus my father but foreſtalls my purpoſe. 
How am I flow then? If I rode on thunder, 
Wing'd as the lightning, it would aſk fome moments, 
Ere I could blaſt the growth of this Coluſſus. 

T.. Mark where the haughty Polyphercon comes! 
Some new aftront by Alexander given 
 Swells in his heart, and ſtings him into madneſs. 

Caſſ. Now, now's our time; he muſt, he thall be our's ; 
His haughty foul will kindle at his wrongs, 

Blaze into rage, and glory in revenge. 


Enter Polypherchon. 
pals, fre li murmurs fill my ears; 


Poly. Still as I 
All talk of wr 


ongs, and mutter their complaints. 
Poor foul-leis reptiles ! —their revenge expires 
In idle threats—the fortitude of cowards! 
'Their province is to talk ; 1 
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And ſhew this tyrant, when he dar'd to wrong me, 
He wrong'd a man whoſe attribute is veng-aace. 
Caff. All nations bow their heads with ſervile homage, 
And kits the feet of this exalt:d man. 
The name, the fhout, the bluſt from ev'ry mouth 
Is Ale ander! Alexander ſtuns | 
The litt'ning ear, and drowns the voice of heav'n. 
The earth's comman lers fawn like crouching ſpaniels; 
And if this hunter of the barbarous wor ld | 
But wind himſelf a god, all echo him 
With univerfal cry. 
Poly. 1 fawn, or echo him! 
Caffand-r, no; my foul difdains the thoug'1t ; 
Let eaſtern ſlavrs, or proftituted G:ecks, 
C: ouch at his feet, or tremble if he frown; 
When Polyperchon can defcend fo low, | 
Falſe to that honour which tlirough fields of death 
I ftill have comted, where the fight was fierceſt, 
Be ſcorn my portion, infamy my lot 
Tb. The king may doom me to a thouſand tortures, 
Ply me with fire, and rack me like Philocas, 
Ere I ſhall ſtoop to idolize his pride. 
Caff. Not Ariſtander, had he rais'd all hell, 
Cou's mere have ſhock'd my foul, than thou liaſt done, 
By the bare mention of Philotas* murder. 
Ot, Polyperchon, how ſhall I detcribe it ! 
Did not your eyes rain blood to fee the hero? 
Did not your ſpirits burſt with fmothered vengeance, 
To ſee thy noble fellow warrior tortur d? 
Vet, without groaning, or a tear, endure 
The torments ot the damn'd ? Oh, death to think it ! 
We law him bru.s', we ſaw his bones laid bare, 
His veins wide Janc'd, and the poor quiv'riag fleſh 
With tiery pincers trom his boſom torn, 
Till all beh - Il where the great heart lay panting ' 
Poly. Vet all like ſtat ues ſtood, cold lifeleſs ſtatues, 
As if the tight had troze us into marble; 
When, wit: collected rage, we ſhould have flowa 
To inſtant vengeance on the ruthleſs cauſe, 
And plung d a thouſand daggers in his heart. 
C. At our laſt banquet, when the bowl had gone 
The giddy round, and wine inſlam d my ſpririts, 


I faw 
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I 'aw Craterus and Hepheſtion enter 
In Perſian robes; to Alexaniler's health 
"They largely drank ; and, fallin t at his feet, 
With imptous adoration thus addref>'d 
Their idol god. Hail, fon of thund'ring Jove ! 
Hail, firſt of kings! young Ammon, lies for ever l 
Then kiſs'd the ground ; on which I laugh'd aloud, 
And fcoffing, aik'd *em, why they kifs'd no harder. 
Whereon the tyrant, ſtarting trom his throne, 
Spurn'd me to earth, and ſta;mping on my neck, 
Learn thou to k. it, was his fierce reply ; = 
While with his foot he preſs'd me to the earth, 
Till | lay welt'ring in a foa:n of blood. 

Poly. Thus when | mock'd the Pcrfians that alor'd him, 
He t ruck me on the face, ſwung me around, 
And bid his guards chaſtiſe me like a flave. 
But it he (cape my vengeance, may he live, 
Great as that god whoſe: name he thus prophanes ! 
And like a flave may I be beaten, 
dcoff'd as | paſs, and branded for a coward ! 

Caff. There ſpoke the ſpirit of Caliſthenes. 
Remember, N a man, his fle ſh as 3 
As any girl's, and wounded too as ſoon; 
To give him death no thunders are required; 
Struck by a ſtone young Jupiter has tall'n, | 
A ſword has pierc'd him, and the blocd has follow d; 
Nay, we have ſcen an hundred common a:lments 
Bring this immortal to the gates of death. 

Pely. Oh, let us not delay the gloricus buſineſs; 
Our * 1. *:eat, and hencur calls for vengeance. 
Caſſ. day exulting Babylon receives 

The anigh:y robber—with him comes Roxana, 
Fierce haughty hir! On his return from India, 
Artful the met him in the height of triumph, 
And by a thouſand wiles at Suta kept him, 
In all the luxury of eaſtern revels. 
Poly. How bore Statira his revolted love ? 
For, if 1 err not, eder the king eſpous d her, 
She made him promite to A Roxana. 
Thef. No words can paint the anguith it eceafion'd ; 
Ev'n Syligambis wept, while the wrong'd queen, 
Struck to the heart, — OR 


Caf. 
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Cafſ. When the firſt tumult of her grief was laid, 
I ſought to fire her into wild revenge; 
And to that end, with all the art I could, 
Deſcrib'd his paſſion for the bright Roxana. 
But though I could not to my with intiane her, 
Thus far at Jeaſt her jealouty will help; 
She'll give him troubles tliat perhaps may end him, 
And ſet the court in univerial upon. 
But fee, ſhe comes. Our plcts begin to ripen. 
Now change the vizor, every one di{prrie, 


And, with a tace of triendſhip, mect the king. [ Exeu:!. 


Enter Syſigambis, Statira, and Pariſatis. 


tat. Oh, for a dagger, a draught of poiſon, flames! 
Swell, heart! break, break, thou wretched ſtubborn 


| Now, by the ſacred fire, Ill not be held :;S [thing 


Pray, give me leave io walk. 
Sy/i. Is there no reverence to my perſon due? 


Truſt me, Statira, had thy father liv'd, 


Darius wou'd have heard mc. : 

Stat. Oh, he's falſe ; 
This glorious man, this wonder of the world, 
Is to his love, and ev'ry god toretworn. 
Oh, I have heard him breathe ſuch ardent vows, 
Out- weep the morning with his dewy eyes, 
And ſigh and ſwear the liſt'ning ftars away. 

dy. Bcheve not rumour, tis impoſſible ; 
Thy Alexander is renown'd for truth, 
Above deceit —— * 

Stat. Away, and let me die. 
Tas but my fondneſs, t was my eaſy nature 
Wou'd have excus'd him—but away ſuch weakneſs — 
Are not his falſehoods, and Statira's wrongs, 
A ſubject canvaſs'd in the mouths of millions? 
The babhling world can tals of nothing elſe. 
Why, Alexander, why woud'it thou deceive me 
Have I not lov'd thee, cruel as thou art! 
Have I not kiſs'd thy wounds with dying fondneſs, 
Bith'd em in trars, and bound em with my hair! 
Whole nights I've fat and watch'd thee as a child, 
Lull'd thy fierce pains, and ſung thee to repoſe. . 


Pari. 
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Pari. If man can thus renounce the ſolemn ties 
Of tacred love, who wou'd regard his vows ? 

Stat Regard his vows | the moniter, traitor ! Oh, 
T will fortake the haunts of men, converſe 
No more with aught that's human ; dwell with darkneſs 
For fince the fight of him is now unwelcome, 

What has the world to give Statira joy ? 

Yet I muſt tel thee, perjur'd as he is, 

Net the ſott breezes of the genial ſpring, 

The tragrant violet, or op'ning roſe, 

Are halt fo ſwect as Alexander's breath. 

Then he will talk—good gods, how he will talk! 
He ſpeaks the kindett words, and looks ſuch things, 
Vows with fuch paſſion, ſwears with tuch a grace, 
That it is heav'n to be deluded by him. 

Syf, Fer ſorrows mult have way. 

Stat. Rexana then enjoys my perjur'd love 
Roxana cl.lps my monarch in her arms, 
Doats on my conqu'ror, my dear lord, my king. 

Oh, 'tis too much ! by Heav'n I cannot bear it! 
I'il die, or rid me of the burning torture, 
Hear me, bright god cf day, hear ev'ry god— 

Sy/i. Take heed, Statira; weigh it well, my child, 
Ere deſperate love enforces you to fwear. 

Stat. Oh, fear not that, already have I weigh'd it; 
And, in the preſence here of Heav'n and you, 
Renounce a:l converſe with perfidious man. 
Fare wel, ye cozeners of our eaſy ſex 
And thou, the falſeſt of the faithlefs kind, 
Farewel, for ever ! Oh, farewel ! farewel ! 
If I but mention him the tears will flow. | 
Ho coud'ſt thou, cruel, wrong a heart like mine, 
Thus fond, thus doting, ev'n to madneſs on thee !. 

Sy. Clear up thy griefs, thy Alexander comes, 
Triumphant in the ſpoils of. conquer'd India; 
This day the hero enters Babylon. | 

Stat. Why, let him come: all eyes will gaze with rap- 
All hearts will joy to fee the victor paſs; {ture, 
All but the wretched, the forlorn Statira. 

Sy. Wilt thou not fee him then? 

Pari. Not fee the king? 

Stat, I ſwear, and Heav'n be witneſs to my * 

5 ever 


14 ALEXANDER THE GREAT. 


Never from this ſad hour, never to fee, 
Nor ſpeak, no, nor, if roffible, to think 
Of Alexander more : this is my vow, 
And when I break it—— 
SA. Do not ruin all. 
Stat. May I again be perjur'd and deluded ! 
May furies rend my heart ! may light'nings blaſt me ! 
Sk. Recal, my child, the dreadtul imprecation. 
Stat. No, I will publiſh it through all the court; 
Then, in the bo rs of great Semiramis, 
Retire for ever from the treacherous world. 
There from man's fight will I conceal my woes, 
And ſeek in ſolitude a calm repoſe. 
Nor pray'rs, nor tears, ſhall my reſolves controul, 
Nor love itielf, that tyrant of the foul. [ Exeunt. 


: EnD or Tas Fnsr Acr. 


ACT u 


SCENE I. — A TRIUMPHAL ARCH AT THE ENTRANCE 
INTO BABYLON. 


Enter Alexander in a triumphal Car ; Trophies and war- 
luke enfigns in preceſſion before hin; Clytus, Hepheſ- 
tion, Lytimacnus, Caffander, Polyperchon, Thetia- 


lus, Eumencs, Chorus of Prieſts, Youths and Virgins, 
Guards, and Attendants. | 


I. » 


E, the conquering hero comes ; 

Sound the trumpets, beat the drums ; 

Sports prepare, the laurel bring, 
Songs of triumph to him ſing. 


l 
1 
' 
' 
: 
: 
: 


ALEXANDER'S 
TRIUMPHAL ENTRY 


INTO BABYLON. 


— 
—— 1 . 


ORDER OF THE PROCESSION. 


Banner of Macedon. 

Six Virgins, ſtrewing flowers. 
The Royal Military Band. 
Officer with the banner of Europe. 
Six Grecian Warriors in armour. 
Two Grecian Ditto, bearing trophics. 
Two Officers, with the banners of 
Aſia and Africa. 
T wo Warriors, bearing trophies: 
Officer, with a baaner of Cilicia. 
Six Cilician Warriors ia armour. 
Officer, bearing an Eagle. 
Two Warriors, bearing trophies. 
Four Officers in armour. 
Officer, bearing a trophy. 

Four Generals in armour. 

Six Guardians of the ſacred fire. 
Four flaves, drawing a car. 
Officer, with a banner of Ionia. 
Officer with a banner of Lydia. 
Two Slaves, with a vaſe. 
Officer, with a banner of Aſlyria. 
Two Slaves, with ſpoils. 
Officer, with a banner of Scythia. 
Tuo Slaves, with a vaſe. 
Officer, with a banner of India: 
Tuo Slaves, with ſpoils. 
Officer with a banner of Perſia. 


Two Slaves, with a vaſe. 
Two captive Kings. 
Tuo captive Queens. 
Two captive Princes. 
Officer bearing a Meduſa. 
Four Guards. 
Officer with a trophy of arms. 

Four Warriors, with a principal trophy. 
Officer, with a trophy of arms. 

Four Guards. 

Officer, bearing a lion. 


CHORUS 


oF 
Prieſts, Youths, Virgius. 

Alexander's Guards. 
Queen of the Amazons. 
Standard Bearer. 
Six Amazons in armour. 
Eumenes, Theſſalus, 
Polyperchon, Caſſander, 
Lyſimachus, Hepheſtion. 

ALEXANDER, 

IX Eis 
Triumpbha! Car. 
Attended by 
Guards on Horſeback. 


Generals, 
Officers, 


Guards, 
Sec. Sc. Se. 


ALEXANDER THE GREAT. :-- 8 


II. 
See the godlike youth advance; 
Breathe the flute, and lead the dance; 
Myrtles wreath, and roſes twine, f 
To deck the hero's brow divine. 


Heph. Hail, fon of Jove ! great Alexander, hail ! 
Alex. Riſe all; and thou, my ſecond ſelf, my friend, 
On. my Hepheſtion !—raife thee from the earth 

| to my arms, and hide thee in my heart ; 
Nearer, yet nearer, elſe ow lov'ſ __ 

FHeph, Not love my king! bear witnels, all ye powers, 
And * your ends nail me to the centre, 8 | 
If facred triendſhip ever burn'd more brightly ! 
Immortal boſoms can alone admit 
A flune more pure, more permanent than mine. 

Alx. Thoudearer to me than my groves of laurel ! 
I know thou lov'ſt thy Alexander more, 

Than Clytus does the king. 

_Zyf. Now for my fate! 

I fee that death awaits me—yet I'll on. 
Dread Sir, | caſt me at your royal feet. 

Alex. Riſe, my Lyſimachus; thy veins and mine 
From the ſame fountain have deriv'd their ftreams. 
Riſe to my arms, and let thy king embrace thee. 

Is not that Clyrus ? | 

Ciyt. Your old faithful ſoldier. 

Alex. Clytus, thy hand ;—thy hand, Lyfamachus ; 
Thus double-arm'd, methinks, 

I ſtand tremendous as the Lybian god, 

Who, while his prieſts and I quatt'd facred blood, 
Acknowledg'd me his fon ; my lightning thou, 
And thou, my mighty thunder. I have ſeen 

Thy glitt'ring ſword out-fly celeſtial fire ; 
And, when I've ery d, Begone, and execute, 
I've feen him run twitter than ſtarting hinds, 
Nor bent the tender graſs beneath his feet. 

Ly. When fame invites, and Alexander leads, 
Dangers and toils but animate the brave. 

C:iyt. Periſh the ſoldier, inglorious and deſpis'd, 
Who ſtarts from either, when the king cries—on ! 

Alex. Oh, Clytus! Oh, my noble veteran 


'T was 
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"Twas, I rememher, when paſs'd the Granicus, 
Thy arm preſerv'd me from unequal force; 
When fierce Itanor and the bold Rhelaces, 
Fell both upon me with two mighty blows, 
And clove my temper'd helmet quite afunder, 
Ten, Ike a god, flew Clytus to my aid, 
Thy thunder ſtruck Rhefaces to the ground, 
And turn'd with ready vengeance on Itanor. 

Clit. To your own deeds that victory you owe, 
And ture your arms did never boaſt a nobter. 


Alex. By Heav'n, they never did: they never can: 


And I am prouder to have pats'd that ſtream, 
1 han to have driven a million oer the pl. in. 
Can none remember. — Les, I know all muſt 
When glory, like the dazzling eagle, ſtood 
Perch'd on my beaver in the Granic flood. 
When fortune's ſelf my ſtandard trerabling tore, 
And the pale tates ſtood frighted on the ſhore ; 
When each immortal on the billows rode, 

And I myiclf appear'd the leading god. 


Erter Axiſtander. 


Ariſ. Haſte, firſt of heroes, from this fatal place; 
Far, far from Babylon, enjoy your triumph, 
Or all the glories, which your youth has won, 
Are blaſted in their ſpring. 

Alex. What mean thy fears ? 
And why that wild diſtraction on thy brow ? 


Ariſ. This morn, great king, I view'd the angry ſky, 


And, frighted at the direful prodigies, 
To Oroſmades for inftruction flew ; 
But as | pray'd, deep echoing groans I heard, 
And ſhricks, as of the damn'd that howl tor fin. 
Shock d at the omen, while amaz d | lay 
In proſtrate rev*rence on the trembliug floor, 
Thus tpoke the god: 
The brighteſt glory of imperial man, 
The pride of nations, and the boaſt of fame, 
— fate in Babylon has doom'd 
To ſudden and irrevocable ruin. 

Alex. If Heav'n ordains, that Babylon muſt ol, 
Can I prevent the immutable ** 5 


* ter 
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Or fetch the gore 


Think not, I have 
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Enter Perdiccas. ä 


Perd. Oh, horror! horror ! Dreadful and portentous ! 
Alex. How now, Perdiccas ! Whencethis exclamation ? 
Perd. As Meleager and myfelf, this morn, 

Led forth the Perſian horſe to exerciſe, 

We heard a noiſe as of a ruſhing windy 

When ſuddenly a flight of baletul birds, 


Like a thick cloud, obſcur d the face of heav'n ; 


On ſounding wings from diff rent parts they flew, 
Encount'ring met, and battled in the air; 

Their talons claſh'd, their beaks gave mighty blows, 
And ſhow*rs of blood fell copious from their wounds. 
Aer. Though all the curtains of the ſæy were drawn, 


And the ſtars wink, young Ammon ſhall go on; 


While my Statira ſhines, | cannot ſtray, 
Love lifts his torch to light me on my way, 
And her bright eyes create another day. 

Ly/fi. Vouchfafe, dread Sir, to hear my humble ſuit, 
A prince intreats it, and what's more, Kinſman. 
Alex. A ſoldier aſks it; that's the nobleſt claim. 

Lyfe. For all the ſervices my ſword has done, 
Humbly l beg the Princefs Parifatis. 

Alex. Lyümachus, no more ;—it is not well; 
My word, you know, is to Hepheſtiongiven : 
How dare you then but let me hear no more onꝰt. 

Lyfe. At your command, to ſcale th embattled wall, 


dy d ſtandard from the foe, 

When has Hepheſtion flown with warmer zeal ! 

When did he leave Lyſimachus behind? 

Theſe I have done, for theſe were in my pow's ; 

But when you me to renounce my love, 

And from my thoughts tobaniſh Parifatis, 

Obedience there becomes i 3 

Nature revolts, and my whole ſoul rebels. 
Alex. It does, brave Sir Now hear me, and ba dumb 

When by my order curſt Caliſthenes 

Was as a traitor doom d to live in torments,— 

Your pity ſped him in defpight of me. 

N „ 

Vo ; thou dit: „ if again 
Thou dar ſt to croſs me with hs, 
The bolts of fury „ 


In 
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In the mean time—think not of Pariſatis ; 
Fort tizou dor—by the immortal Ammon 
I' rot regard that blood of mine thou ſhar'ſt, 
But uſe thee as the vileſt Macedonian. 

LV. 1 knew you partial, ere I movy'd my fuit ; 

1 know, it hakes not my determia'd purpole ; 
While J have lite and ftrength to wield a fword, 
I never will forego the glorious claim. 

ex. Againſt my life !—ha l. traitor, was it fo ? 

"Tis taid, that I am rafh, of haity humour; 

But I appeal to the immortal gods, 

It ever petty, poor, provincial lord 

Had temper like to mine? My flave, whom [I 

Could tread to clay, dares utter bloody threats. 

Ciyt. Forgive, dread Sir, the frantic warinth of love; 
The noble prince, I read it in his eyes, 5 
Wou'd die a thouſand deaths to ſerve his king, 

And witify his loyalty and truth. 

Ly. I meant, his minion there ſhould feel my arm. 
Love claims his blood, nor ſhall he live to triumph 
In that de ſtruction that awaits his rival. 

Alex. I pardon thee, for my old Clytus's fake ;— 
But if once mere thou mention thy raſh love, 

Or d' it attempt Hepheſtion's precious lite, 

In pour ſuch frorms of indignation on thee, 

Philotas' rack, Caliſthenes” diſgrace, 

Shall be delights, to what thou ſhalt endure. 
Cut. My lord, the aged queen, with Pariſatis, 

Come to congratulate your fafe arrival. 


Enter Syſigambis and Pariſatis. 


Alex. Oh, thou, the beſt of women, 
Source of my joy, bleſt parent of my love 

Y. In humble duty to the gods and you, 
Permit vs, Sir, with gratitude to bow. 
Through you the royal houſe of Perſia ſhines, 
Rais'd from the depth of wretchedneſs and ruin, 
In al! the iplendour of imperial greatneſs. 

Alex. To meet me thts, was generouſly done; 
But ſtill there wants, tocrown my happineſs, 
That treaſure of my foul, my dear Statira: 


Had 


That I could wiſh your majeity forget her. 
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Had ſhe but come to meet her Alexander, 
had been bleſt indeed. 
Chyt. Now who ſhall dare 
To tell him of the queen's vow *? 
Alex. How fares 
My love ?—Ha ! neither anſwer me ! all filent ! 
A ſudden horror, like a bolt of ice, 
Shoots to my heart, and numbs the ſeat of life. 
Heph. I would relate it, but my courage fails me. 
Alex. Why ftand you all as y:u were rooted here ? 
What, will none anſwer ? my Hepheſtion filent ? 
If thou haſt any love for Alexander; 
If ever I oblig'd thee by my care, | 
When through the field of death my eye has watched thee, 
Reſolve my Kates, and reſcue me from mailnefs, . * 
Heph. Your mourning queen has no diſeaſe but grief, 
Occation'd by the jcalous pangs of love. 
She heard, dread Sir, (for what can 'icape a love) 
That you, regardleſs of your vows, at Suſa, 


Had to Roxana's charms reſign'd your heart, 
And revell'd in the joys you once forſwore. 


Alex. 1 own, the ſubtle forcerefs, in my riot, 
My reaſon gone, feduc'd me to her bed; 
But, when I wak'd, I thook the Circe off; 
Nor griev'd I leſs for that which I had done, 
Than when at Thais fuit, enrag'd with wine, 
I fet the fam'd Perſepolis on fire. 
Hepl. Your queen Statita, in the rage of grief, 


And agony of defp'rate love, has ſworn, 
Never to ſee your Majeſty again. 


Alex. Oh, Madam, has the, has Statira ſworn 
Never to fee her Alexander more ? # 
Impoffible ! ſhe cou'd not. wou'd not ſwear it. 

Is the not gentle as the guileſs infant, 
Mild as the genial breezcs of the ſpring, 
And ſoſter than the melting ſiglis of love? 

Pari. With forrow, Sir, I heard the folemn voy; 

My mother heard it, and in vain adjur'd her, 


Zy every tender motive, to recal it. 


Sy. But with that fiercenc ſs ſhe reſents her wrongs, 
Dwells on your fault, and heightens the offence, 


Alex. 
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Mlex. Ha, could you wiſh me to forget Statira ! 
The ftar which brightens Alexander's life, 
His guide by day, and goddefs of his nights! 
I frel her now; ſhe beats in every pulte, 
Throhs at my heart, and circles with my blood. 
Syf. Have patience, Sir, and truſt to Heav'n and me; 
If my authority has any influence, 
I will exert it, and ſhe ſhall be yours. 
Alex, Haſte, Madam, haſte, it you would have me live; 
Fly, ere, for ever, ſhe abjure the world, 
And ſtop the fad procefion.—Parifatis, 
Hang thou about her, waſh her fect with tears. 
Nay, haſte ; the breath of gods, and eloquence 


Of angels, go along with you. [ Exeunt Syfigambis and 


Oh, my heart. [ Pariſatis. 
Lys. Now let your majeſty, who feels the pangs 

Of diſappointed love, reflect on mine. 
Ales, Ha! 
cht. What, are you mad? Is this a time to plead ? 
Lyfi. The prop'reſt time; he dares not now be partial, 

| Leſt Heav'n, in juſtice, ſhould avenge my wrongs, 

And double ev'ry pang which he feels now. 
Alex. Why doſt thou tempt me thus to thy undoing j 

Death thou ſhouldſt have, were it not courted fo. 

But know, to thy confuſion, that my word, 

Like deſtiny, admits of no repeal : 

Therefore in chains ſhalt thou behold the nuptials 

Of my Hepheſtion. Guards, take him priſoner. 


 [ The Guards ſeize Lyſimachus, 


Lys. A flaves, I'll not reſign my ſword, 
Tae — it in my rival's blood. 

Alex. I charge you kill him not; take him alive: 
The dignity of kings is now concern d, 
ay A wa Sr 

yt. Knee l —ſor rage lightning in his 

Lys. I neither hope, ner will | for far prodem ; | 
Had I my ſword and liberty again, 
Again I would attempt his favourite's heart. 


Alex. 


e 


r 
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Alex. Hence, from my fight, and bear him to a dun- 
Perdiccas, give this lion to a lion.— [geon. 
None ſpeak for him; fly; ſtop his mouth, away. 


[Exeunt Lyfi. Perd. and Guards. 


Cht. This comes of women—the reſult of love. 
Yet were | heated now with wine, I doubt 
I ſhould be prezching in this fools behalf. 
Alex. Come hither, Clytus, and my friend Hepheſtion; 
Lend me your arms; for I am fick o'the fudden. 
I fear, betwixt Statita's cruel vows, 


And fond Roxana's arts, your king will fall. 


Clyt. Better the race of women were 
And Perſia ſunk in everlaſting ruin. 
Hepl. Look up, my lord, and bend not thus your head, 
As if you purpos'd to forfake the world, 
Which you have greatly won. 
Alex. Wou'd | had not; 
There's no true joy in ſuch unweildly fortune. 
Eternal gazers laiting troubles make; 
All find my ſpots, but tew obſerve my brightneſs. 
Stand from about me all, and give me air! 
Yes, I will ſhake this Cupid from my foul; 
Tul fright the feeble god with wars alarms, 
Or drown his pow r in floods of hoſtile blood. 
Grant me, Mars, once more in arms to ſhine, 
And break, like lightning, through th' embattled line; 
Oer fields of death to whirl the rapid car, 
And blaze amidſt the thunder of the war, 
Reſiſtleſs as the bolt that rends the grove ;— 


Or greatly periſh, like the ſon of Jove. 


[Excunt. 
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ACT III. 


SCENE 1.—A SQUARE BEFORE THE PALACE. 


Trumpets ſounding a dead march. Lyſimachus led pri- 
foner, Pariſatis, Eumenes, Perdiccas, and Guards. 
Par. Q TAY, my Lylimachus ! 2 moment ſtay ! 


Oh, whither art thou going ?—Hold a moment 
Unkind ! thou know'ſt my life was wrapt in thine, 


thy 
LE. Were | to live till nature's 
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SCENE 83 PAVILION. 
Enter Roxana and Caſſander. 


Roxa. Deſcrted ! faidfi thou? for a girl abandon'd ! 
A puny girl, made up of watry elements ! 
hell he adents hv god of ty deſires, 
And triumph in the 12444 
If 1 forget it, may'ft thou, Jove, deprive me 
Of vengeance, make me the moſt wretched thing 
On earth, while living, and when dead, the loweſt 
And blackeſt of the fiends ! 

Caff. Oh, nobly ſaid ! 

Juſt is the vengeance which inflames your ſoul ; 
Your wrongs demand it—but let reaſon govern ; 
I his wild rage, elſe, ny DT por Os. 

8 * away, and 28 a whirlwind room; 


Warned brealt, — and e 

Caſſ. Oh, think not I would check your boldeſt flights; 
No I approve em, and will aid your vengeance. 
But, princeſs, let us chuſe the ſafeſt courſe, 
Or we may give our foes new cauſe of triumph, 
Should diſcover, and prevent our purpoſe. 

Roxa. Fear not, Caffander ; nothing ſhall prevent it; 
Roxana dooms him, and her voice is fate. 
My foul, from childhood, has afpic'd to empire ; 
In early non-age I was us'd to reign 
Among my ſhe-companions : I deipis'd 
Te triſling arts, and little wiles of women, 
And taught em, with an Amazonian fpirit, 
To wind the ſteed, to chaſe the foaming boar, 


999 the lawleſs, charter d ſavage. 


Ca. Her words, her looks, her motion fires me ! 
Roxa. But when I heard of 's fame, 
How, with a handful, he had vanquiſh'd millions, 
Spoil'd all the Eaſt, and captive held our queens ; 
While, like a dy nie chan, 
With heavenly pity he d their woes, © 
Dry'd up their tears, and footh'd them into peace; 
I hung attentive on my father's li 


And with'd him tell the wond'rous tale again. 


*» 


For my ſake kind, to you 
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Love had its turn, and all the woman reign'd. 


Involuntary fighs heav'd in my breaſt, 


And glowing bluſhes erimſon d on my check; 
Fv'n in my lumbers ] — 
In plaintive ſounds, and murmur d Alexander. 
Caſſ. Curſe on his name !—ſhe doats upon him flill. 
Roxa. At length this conqueror to Zogdia came, 
And, cover'd oer with laurels, ſtorm'd the city: 
But, Oh, Caflander | where ſhall I find words 
To paint the extatic tranſports of my foul ! 
When, midſt a circle of unrivall'd 
| ſaw myſelf diſtinguiſn d by the hero ? 
With = en. 4 ph 4 his vows, 
The warmeſt, fure, that ever lover breath d, 
Of fervent love, and everlaſting truth. 
Call. And need you then be told, thoſe times are paſt ? 
| Gs all dis thoughts : 
queen, without a rival, reigns 
Sole miſtreſs of his heart—nor can thy, charms, 
The brighteſt, ſure, that ever woman boaſted, 
Nor all his vows of everlaſting love, 
Secure Roxana from diſdain and inſult. 
Roxa. Oh, thou haſt rous'd the lion in my ſoul ! 
Ha! ſhall the of Darius hold him ? 


Caf]. Behold, ſhe comes, in all the pomp of ſorrow, 
DNetermin'd to fulfil her ſolemn vow ! [ They retire. 
Roxa. Away, and let us mark th important ſcene, 


Enter Syſigambis and Statira. 


S. Oh, my Statira, how has paſſion chang'd thee ! 
Thinks in the ougs of diſappointed love, 


Ag.inſt the 
= Oh, fear not that ! 1 know he will be kind, 

and Fariſatis. 

Tell him, I rail'd not at his falſbood to me, 
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But with my parting breath ſpoke kindly of him; 

Tell him, | wept at our divided loves, 

And tighing tent a laſt forgiveneſs to him. 

S$r/:, No, I can nc'er again preſume to meet him, 

Never approach the much-wrong'd Alexander, 

If thou refuſe to fee lim Oh, Statira 

Thy aged mother, and thy weeping country, 

Claim thy regar:!, and challenge thy compaſſion : 

Hear us, my chil l, and lif. us from deſpair. 

Stat. Thus low, I caſt me at your royal feet, 

Jo bathe them with my tears; or, if vou pleaſe, 

PI let out life, and wath em with my blood. 

But, I conjure you, not to rack my foul, 

Nor hurry my wild thoughts to perfect madneſs ; 

Should now Darius“ awful ghoſt appear, 

And you, my mother, fand betcectung by, 

I would perliſt to death, and recep my vow. 
Nea. This fortitude of foui compels my wonder. 
$1. Hence, from my fight | ungrateful wretch, begone ! 

And hide thee where bright virtue never ſhone ; 

For, in the ſight of Heaven, I here renounce, 

And caft tlice off an alien to my blood. [Exit Syhe 

Exit Caſſander, and Roxana comes fra. 
R:xa. Forgive, great quegii, n' truſion cf u itranger ; 

With grief Roxana fes >tatira weep ; 

I've heard, and moch applaud your fix'd refoive, 

To quit the wor!:! for ad r's fake , 

And yet | fear, to greatiy be adures vou, 

That he will rather chute to dic of forrow, 

Than live for the wacpis'sd Ruxan's churms, 

Stat. Spare, Miadam, ſpare your courtrrfited fears; 

Lou knew your be. , and hae pw I bon; 

Tho' humbly born, ha ou rot Capuvz wk, 

In love's foft chains, tha conquer of the world ? 

Awa to hbertines. and boaſt thy ce quits 

A ſhameful conque!t I In us hours riot, 

When wine prevat d, and virtue If. . - influence, 

Then, only then, Noxana could ſuri ri. 

My Alexander's heart. | 
Rau. Affected girl, 

To fore romantic grove's ſequoſt. r'! gloom, 

Tov fick'; virtue wou'd, it ecn.s, rere, 


To fthun the triumphs of a * Aral. 
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In vain thon ** there, ev'n there I'll haunt thee 

Plague thee a!! day and torture thee all night : 

There ſha't thou learn, in what cXt.itic joys 

Roxana revels with thi fir ſt of men; 

Aud, as thou hcar'i: the r. pt rous ſcene recited, 

With frantic jcatovl, thou lt mdls curſe 

The own weak charms, that could not fix the rover. 
Stat, How wenk is won gan! at the fturm the fhrinks, 

Dreads the drawn ſword, an trembles at the thunder; 

Yet, when fttrony jealou!y influmes her foul, 

The tword may glitter, and the ten pott roar, 

She ſcorns the da.. ger, and provokes her late. 

Rival, I think thee Thou haft fir d my foul, 

And rais'd a ftorm beyond tu pow's to lay; 

Soon ſhalt thou tremble t the dire effects, 

And cutrle, too I te, the fol that undid thee. 
Roaxa. Su e the d £1.40 dratirr darts nat gan it. 
Stat. By all my hop<s of h. ppindſs I dire: 

And know, proud won a, what u mather's threats, 

A liter's fighs, and ex ::d7's teure, 

Could not effect, thy id ir ge has done. 

Fl fee the king, in ſo te of „M 1 fwore, 

Though cuts of that in, may'ft never ſce him more. 


Enter Alexander, H., he fon. Clytus, Polyperchon, Ter- 
diccas, TI betiaius, Eumenes, and Guards. 


Alex. Oh, my Statia ! thou relentleſs fair! 
Turn thing 2+ cs on me would talk to them. 
What fliali I I y to work upon thy ſoul ? 
What worlds. waat looks, can melt thee to forgivenels * 
Stat. Talk of Roxana, and the conquer'd Indies, 
Thy grcat adveuturcs, thy ſucceſs ful love, 
And 1 will liſten to the :apt' tous tale; 
But rather ſhun me. hun a deſperate wretch, 
Relign'd to ſorrow, and cternal waz. 
Aicr. Oh, I could dic, with tranſport, die WI thee ; 
VV ould it thou but, as I lay convuls's in death, 
Caſt a kind !ook, or drop a tender tear; — 
day but. twas pity one fo fam d in arms, 
One who has 'icap'd a thouſand deaths in battle, 
For the firſt fault ſhould fall a wretched victim 
To jealous anger, and offended love. Rix. 
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Nox. Am I then fall'n fo low in thy eſteem, 
That for anothe: thou wouldſt rather die, 
"Than live for me?; How am alter d, tell me, 
Since laſt at Suſa, with repeated oatbs, 
You ſwore the conqueſt of the world afforded 
Leſs joy, lefs glory, than Roxana's love ? | 
1.ex. Take, take that conquer'd world, difpoſe of 
And canton ont the empires of the globe; [ crowns, 
Bat Rave me, Madam, with rep-ntan: tears, 
And undiflewble? torrows, to atone 
Tue wrongs I've ofter'd to this injur'd excellence. 
Kora. Yes, I will go, ungratctul as thou art 
Bane to my lite, and murd'rei of my peace, 
I vill be gone; this latt df lain has cur'd m2 — 
Jut have a care I warn vou not ta truſt me; 
Or, by the gods, that witnets to thy perjurics, 
1'll raile a fire that ſhall comume you both, | 
Tho' | partake the ruin. [ Exit Roxana. 
Oh, is it poſſible ? | 


Stat. Alexander! 
Immortal gods! can guilt appear fo lovely ? 

Yet, vet | pardon, I foryive thee all. | 

Alex. Forgive me ali ! Oh, catch the heavenly ſounds, 
Catch 'em, ye winds, and, as you fly, diſperſe 
Ihe rapt'ruus tidings through the extended world, 

That ail way ſhare in Alexander's joy 
Stat. Yes, dear deceiver, I forgive thes all, 
But longer dare not hear thy charming tongue; 
For while I hear thee, my reſolves give way : 
Be therefore quick, and take thy laſt farewel ; 
Farewel, my love Eternally farewel! 

Alex. Go then, inhuman, triumph ia my pains, 

Feed on the pangs that rend this wretched heart ; 
For now tis plain you never lov'd.—Statira !— 
Oh, I could found that charming, cruel name, 
Till the tir'd echo faint with repetition ; 

Till all the breathleſs groves, and quiet myrtles, 
Shook with my ſighs, as if a tempeſt bow'd em; 
Ever Statira, n ching but Statira ! 

Stat. Such were his looks, fo melting was his voice, 
Such were his fighs, and his d-luding vows, 
When his ioft whiſpers trembled through my ears, 
And told the ſtory of my utter ruin. 


Gods ! 
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Gods if I ftay, I all again believe. 


Farewe]. thou oreatelt pleaiure, greateſt pain! 
Ars, | chaige ye, ſtay her; ſtay her by the Gods, — 
Oh, my Statira !—/ RV 
I iwear, my qucen, I'll net out-live our parting : 
My fou! grows ftill a+ death.—Say, wilt thou pardon ;— 
"Ii all I afk ;—wilt thou forgive the tranſports 
Ot a decp- wounded heart, and all is well? 
Stat. Riſe ; and may Heav'n forgive you, like Statira ! 
alex. You ate too gracious—Clytus, bear me hence. — 
hen | am laid i'th' earth, yield her the world. | 
There's ſomething here, that heaves as cold as ice, 
I hat ſtops my bre.th. b arewel, farewel for ever 
Stat. Hold eſt, and let me run into his arms: 
My life, my love, my lord, my Alexander ! 
If thy Statira's love can give thee joy, 
Revive, and be imu ortal zs the gods. 
Lirx. \l; futt'r ing heart, tumultuous with its bliſs, 
Would 'eap into thy boſom ; tis tou much. 
Oh, let me preſs tizee in my eager arms, 
And itrain thee hard to my ti anſported breaſt ' 
Stat. But ſhall Roxana 
Alex. Let her not be nam' d. 
Oh, how {hall I repay you for this goodneſs ? 
And you, my fellow warriors, who could grieve 
For your lot king ? But talk of griefs no more; 
The banquet waits, and I invite you all; 
My equals in the throne, as in the grave, 
Without diſtinction come, and ſhare my joys. 
Clyt. Excuſe me, Sir, if I for once am abſent. 
Alex. Excuſe thee, Clytus! None ſhall be excus d. 
All revel out the day, 'tis my command ; 
Gay as the Perſian god, ourſelf will ſtand, \ 
Wich a crown'd goblet in our lifted hand; 


Young Ammon and Statira ſhall go } 
While antic meaſures beat the burthen'd ground, 
| [Exeunt. 
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ACTS. Iv, 
SCENE 1.— A SQUARE BEFORE THE PALACE. 
Enter Clytus, Hepheſtion, and Perdiccas. 


Clyt. RGE me no more; I hate the Perſian dreſs ; 
Nor ſhould the king be angry at the rev'rence 
I owe my country—— ſacred are her cuſtoms, 
And honeſt Clytus will to death obſerve em. 
Oh! let me rot in Macedonian rags, 
Or, like Caliſthenes, be cag'd for life, 
Rather tt an ſhine in faſhions of the Eaſt. 
Fed. Let me, brave Clytus, as a friend intreat you. 
Hel. What virtue is there that adorns a throne, 
Exalis the heart, and digniſies the man, 
Which ſhines not brightly in our royal maſter ? 
And yet perverſely you'll oppoſe his will, 
And thwart an innocent unhurtful humeur. 
Ct. Unhurtful ! Oh ! 'tis monſtrous affeQation, 
Pregnant with venom, in its nature black, 
And not to be excus d Shall man, weak man, 
Exact the rev rence which we pay to Heaven, 
And bid his fellow-creatures knecl before him, 
And yet be innocent? Hepheſtion, no; 
The pride that lays a claim to adoration, 
Inſults our reaſon, and provokes the gods. 
Ferd. Yet what was Jove, the god whom we adore ? 
Was he not once a man, and rais'd to Heaven 
For gen'rous acts, and virtues more than human? 
Heph. By all his thunder, and his fov*reign pow'r, 
I'll not believe the world yet cver felt 
An arm like Alexander's—— Not that god 
You nam d, though riding in a car of fire, 
Could in a ſhorter ſpice du greater deeds ; 
Or more effectually have taught mankind, 
Lo bend ſubmiſſive, and confeſs his ſway. 
Cht. I tell you. boy, that Clytus loves the king 
As well as you, or any ſoldier here, | 
Yet I diſdain to footi his growing pride; 
The hero charms me, but the god offencs. 
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Fieh. Then go not to the banquet. 

Ge Why, I was bid, 825 
Tong minion, was 1 not, as well as vou? 
PH go, my friends. in this old habit, thus, 
And N and drink the cing's health hvartily; 
And while you, bluſhing, bow your heads to earth, 
And hide them in the duit,—I II ſtand erect, 
Straight as a fpcar, che Villar of my conntry, 
And be be to much nea er to the gods. 


Lieb, But (ce, the kin: appears. : 


Lauter Alexancer, an Pariſatis, Theſſalus, 
Eumenes, and Grards. 


Pari. Oh, gracious monarch ! 

Spare him, Oh, ſpare Lyſimachus his life! 
1 now you wili——the brave deli. ht in m 

ex. Suield me, Statira, ſhield me from her ſorrows, 

Par:. Save him, Oh, fave him, ere it be too lutte, 
Speak the Kind word, let not your ſol lier periſh, 

For one rath action, d doſpoir oecaſion'd. 
Fl flow thus for ever on my knees ; 
You ſhall not pats. Statira, Oh, intreat him 

Alex. On, Madam, take her, take her from about me; 
Her ſtrea niag eyes aſſail m ve: y foul, 
And thake ny belt reſolves. 

Stat. Did l not breas 
Phrouga ail for you? Nav, now, my lord, you muſt, 

By all i” obedience | have paic vou long, 
By all your paſſion, ſighs. an tender looks, 
Oh, fave a prince, Mh⏑jſf only ene is love. 
1 had not ja n'd this bold ſui:, my lor, 

But that it adds new Juitre to your honour. 

Aer. Honour | what's that? Has not Statira faid it? 
Fly, Clytus, inatch him from the jaws of death, | 
Aud to the royal banquet bring um ſtraight, 

Bring him ia triumph, fic for Ioads of honour. 


[ Excunt Clytus, Hepheſtion, and Parifatis. 


Stat. Why are you thus beyond expreſſion! ind? 
Oh, my lov'd lord, my fond, ny raptur'd heart, 
By gratitude and love at once inflam'd, 
With 
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With will emotion flutters in my dreaſt; 

Oh, teach it then, inſtruct it how to thank you 
Alen. Fxgellent woman! 

JI is nat in nature to ſupport ſuch joy. 

Stat. Co, my beit lot e; unbend you at the banquet; 

Indulge in jov, aud laugh your carcs away; 

V tule, n the bowers of great Semiramis, 

I dreis your bed with all the fwects of nature, 

And crown it, as the altar of our lo cx; 

Where I will lay me down, and ſof !v mourn, 

But nev: r cloſe my eyes, till y: u retuin. Ex. Stat. 
lex. Is ſhie not more than mortal can defire ! 

As Venus lovely, and as Dian chaite ! 

An] yet, I know not why, our parting ſhocks me; 

A hat v p.lenels ſat upon her row; 

Her voic., like dying echoes, f inter grew; 

And, 5 L w rung her by the roly tingers, 

Methen;Fht the ſtriugs of my great heart were crack'd, 

Wu. t could it mean? 7? Forward, Laomedon. 


Enter Roxana, Caſſander, and Polyperchon. 


Why, Madam, gaze you thus? 
Rexa. For a laſt look, 
And to imprint the memory of my wrongs, 
Rexan:'s wrongs, on Alexander's mind. | 
Alex. On to the banquet. | 
__ [Exeunt Alexander and his Train. 
Roxa. Ha! with ſuch diflain! 
So unconcern'd | Oh, | cor Id tear myſelf, 
Him, you, and all the hateful world to atoms. 
Caſſ. Still keep this ſpirit up, pieſerve it (till, 
And know us for your friends. We like your rage ; 
* Fis lovely in you, and your wrongs require it. 
Here, in the fight of Heaven, Caffander ſwears, 
Unaw'd by death, to ſecond your te enge. 
Speak but the word, and, fwitt as thought can fly, 
The tv rant falls a victim tu your fury. 
Zoxa. Shall he then die? Shall | conſ:nt lues! 
I, tiat have lov'd him wita that eag-r fondneſs, 
Shall | conſent to have him baſely murder'd, 


And 
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* 
An fee him claſp'd in the cold arms of death? 
Worlds ſhould not tempt me to the deed of horror. 

Paly. The weak fond ſcruples of your love might paſs, 
Were not the empire of the world concern d: 
But, Madam, think, when time ſhall tcach his tongue, 
How will the gloricus infant, which you bear, 
Arraign his partial mother, for re ſuſing 
To fix him on the throne, which here we offer? 

Caff. If Alexander lives, you cannot reign, 
Nor wili your child. Old Syſigambis plans 
Your ſure deſtruction. Boldly then prevent her; 
Give but the word, and Alexander dies. 

Poly. Not he alone, the Perfian race ſhall bleed; 
At your command, one univerfal ruin 
Shall, like a deluge, whelm the eaſtern world, 
Till glorioufly we raiſe you tothe throne. 

Nara. But, till the mighty ruin be accompliſh'd 
Where can Roxaua fly th avenging wrath 
Of thoſe who muſt ſucceed this godlike man? 

Caff. Would you vouchſafe, in theſe expanded arms 
To ſeek a refuge, what could hurt you here? 

Here you might reign, with und:miniſh'd luſtre, 
Queen of the Eaft, and empreſs of my foul. 

Raxa. Di 'd Roxana ! whither art thou fallen ? 
Till this curs'd hour, I never was unhappy ; 

There's not one mark of former majeſty 
Toawe the ſlave that offers at my honour. 

Ca{j. Impute not, Madam, my unbounded 
To want of rev'rence——T have lov'd you long. 

Roxa. Peace, villain, peace, and let me hear no more. 
Think'ft thou I'd leave the boſom of a god, 

And ſtoop to thee, thou moving piece of earth ? 
Hence, from my fight, and never more preſume , 
To me-t my eyes; for, mark me, if thou dar ſt, 
To Alexander I'll unfold thy treaſon; 
Whoſe life, in ſpite of all his wrongs to me, 
Shall ſtill be facred, and above thy malice. 
8 { Knecls) By your own life, the greateſt oath, I ſwear, 
C s paſſion from this hour is dumb; 
And, as the beſt atonement I can make, 
Statira dies, the victim of your vengeance. 


Raxa. 


„„ „ 7 TEEN 4 4 a 


f 


This night, 3 — 
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Roxas ey riſe ; tis ample 
Yes, rival, 


iath n, 
12 thy laſt; 


d for thy triumph, 
And gives my Alexander to thy arms. 
Oh, — x | 
Poly. The bow'rs of Semiramis are made 
The ſcene of love ; 


holds the guard. 
Caſſ. Now is your time, while Alexander revels, 
And the whole court re-echoes with his riot, 
To end her, and with her to end your fears. 
Give me but half the Zogdian ſlaves that wait vou, 
And deem her dead: nor Mall a ſoul eſcape, 
That ſerves your rival, to diſperſe the news. 
Rexa. By me they die, Perdiccas and Statira ; 
Hence with thy aid, I neither aſk nor want it, 
But will myſelf condu£t the flaves to battle. 
Were ſhe to fall by any arm but mine, 
Well might ſhe murmur, and arraiga her ſtars; 
'Tis life well lot, to dic by my command; 
larger okay my hand? 
ival, rejoice, reſign thy breath, 
Roxana's s thee noble death. Exit Roxa, 
Caf}. All but her Jove, this Semele diſdains. 
We Ie may, perhaps, betray 
1 gn, and fruſtrate our revenge. 
Po Has Philip got inſtruction how to actꝰ 
005 NA — — 
Reſolves to execute the fatal order 
Bear him this phial z it contains a poiſon 
Of that exalted force, that deadly nature, 
Should Æſculapius drink it, in an hour, 
For then it works the god him were mortal ; 
I drew it from Nonacris horrid 
Miz'd with his wine, a ſingle drop ves death, 
And ſends him howling to the ſhades below. 
Poly. I know its power, for I have ſeen it try'd 
Pains of all forts through every nerve and artery 
At once it ſcatters ; burns at once and freezes ; 
Till, by extremity of torture ſorc d, 
The ſoul conſent to. leave her j home, 
And ſeek for eaſe in worlds unknown to this. 


i Cf. 
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Cai]. Now let us part: with Theſſalus and Philip 
Haſte to the banquet; at his ſecond call, 
Let this be given him, and it crowns our hopes. [ Ex. Poly. 
Now. Alexander, now, we fhall be quits; 
Death tor a blow is intereſt inde:d. Ex: 


SCENE, II 
| THE PALACE, | 
Alexander, Perdiceas, Polyperchon, Caſſander, Theſſalus, 
Eumenes, Guards, Oc. d:/covered at a banquet. 
[ 4 flouriſh of Trumpets, Drums, Ec. 
Alex. To our immortal health, and our fair queen's '— 
All drink it ce:p; and, while the bowl goes round, 
Mars and Bellona juin to make us muſic ; 
A hundred bulls be offer d to the ſun, 
White as his beams; ſpeak the big voice of war; 
Strike all our di ums, and found aur filver trumpets; 
Provoke the gods to follow our example 
In bowls of nectar, and replying thunder. 
[ Flourifh of Trumpets, Drums, &c. 
Enter Ciytus, Hepheſtion, an i Lyfimachus bloody. 
Clyt. — live the king; long live great Alexander; 
And conqueſt crown his arms with deathleſs laurels, 
Propitious to his friends, and all he favours ! | 
Alex. Did 1 not give command you thould preſerve 
Lyfimachus ? 
Heph. Dread Sir, you did. 
Alex. W hat then 
Portend theſe bloody marks ? 
Hepb. Ere we arriv'd, 
Perdiccas had already plac'i the prince 
In a lone court, all but his hands unarm'd. 
Curt. On them were g untlets; fuch was his deſire, 
In death to ſhew the difference betwixt 
The blood of Eacus, and conimon men. 
Forth ifiuing from his den, amaz'd we faw 
The horrid vage, wich whoſe hideous roar 
The palace ſouk ; his angry eve- balls, glaring 
With triple fury, menac'd deail and ruin. 


H ephe 


| 


. 


—— — —ũF 


ge 
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Hepl., With unconcern the gallant prince advanced; 

Now, Pariſatis, be the glory thine, 

But mine the danger, were his only words: 

For, as he ſpoke, the furious beaſt deſcried him, 
And ruih'd outrageuus to devour his prey. 

Cyt. Agile and vigcreus, he avoids the ſhock 
With a flight wound; and, as the lion turn'd, 
Thruſt gauntlet, arm, and all into his throat, 

And, with Herculean h, tears forth the 
Foaming and bloody, the Bade ſavage wes 
Sunk to the earth, and ploughed it with his teeth; 
While, with an active bound, your eonqu'ring foldier 


Leap'd on his back, and daſh'd his ſcull in pieces. 


Alex. By all my laurels, en. 
And 'tis my glory, as it ſhall be thine, 
That Alexander could not pardon thee. 
Oh, my brave ſoldier, think not all the pray'rs 
And tears of the lamenting queens could move me 
Like what thou haſt perform'd! Grow to my breaſt. 
Lyi. Thus ſc)f-condemn'd, and conſcious of my guilt, 


How ſhall | ſtand ſuch unexampled poodneſs ! 


Oh, pardon, Sir, tae tranſports of deſpair, 
Tae fraatic outrage, of un d love! 
Even when I ſhew'd the g cateſt want of reverence, 
I cocks ove Bed with ects bs Bots 

4lex. Lyſimachus, we both have been tranſported ; 
But from this hour be certain of my heart. 


A lion be the impreſs of thy ſhield; 
And that gold armour, we. rom Porus won, 


Thy king pretents thee—But thy wounds afk reſt. 
. | have no wounds, dread Sir; or, if I had, 


Were they all mortal, they ſhould ſtream unminded, 


When Alexander was the glorious health. 
Alex. Thy band, Hepheſtion. _— % br, 
And wear him ever near thee. Pariſat 
A me beſt in war 
Neither reply; but mark the charge I give; 
Live, live as friends; you will; you mult ; you hall ; 
"Tis a god gives you lif-. 
Clyt. On, monſtrous vanity ! 
Allr. Ha! _ who am I ? 
| 2 


Cyt. 
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Cf good king 


rams | 
Clyt. I've done. g 
Alex. Clytus, what means that dreſs ? Give him a robe 
Tak? it, and wear it. there. 
Ct. Six, the wine, — 
Has heated me; beſides, you know my humour. 
Alcæ. Oh! "tis not well! I'd rather periſh, burn, | 
Than be fo ſingular and froward. 


44-- 


Burn, hang, or crown ; but in a better cauſe. 
II drink, or fight, for ſacred majeſty 
With any here. Fill me another bowl. 
Will you excuſe me? 
Alex. You will be excuſed. 
But let him have his hu:vour ; he is old. 
Clyt. So was your fatber, Sir; this to his mem'ry | 
Sound all the trumpets there. | 
Till the king drinks. Sure, I was born to wage | 
Eternal war — All are mv enemies, | 
Whom I could tame But let the ſports go on 
Ly. Nay, Clytus, you that could adviſe fo well —- 
Alex. Let bim perfiſt, be poſitive, and 
Envious and fullen v the nobler ſouls, 
Like an internal ſpirit that hath ſtolen 
re 
Clyt. When gods grow hot, no difference I know 
_ ? Fwixt them and devils —Fill me Greek wine; yet, 
Yet fuller ; I want ſpirits. 
Alex. Let me have muſic. 1 
(ht. Muſic for bo;s—Clytus would hear the groans 4 
Of dying ſoldiers and the neigh of ſtceds ; | 
Or, if 1 muſt be peſter's with ſarill ſounds, 
Give me the cries of matrons in ſack'd towns. 
 Heph. Let us, Lyfimachus, awake the king; | 
A heavy gleam i gathering en bis brow: 
Kneel all, with humbleſt adoration 
r 


great ſon go round. 


Acer. Sound, found, that all the univerſe may hear. _ Ts 


\ 
? 
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Oh, for the voice of Jove! the world ſhould know 
[A loud flouriſh of trumpets. 
The kindneſs of my people.—Riſe, Oh, riſe ;—— 
My hands, my arms, my heart, are ever your's. 

Chet. | id not kifs the earth, nor muff your hand ; 
I am unworthy, Sir. 

Alex. Thou art, indeed 
Thou envieſt the great honour of thy maſter. — 
Sit, all my friends.—-Now let us talk of war; 
The nobleſt ſubject for a ſoldier's mouth ; 
And ſpeak, ſpeak freely, elſe you love me not, 
Who, think you, was the 
TREOW an army to the field ? 

Heph. A chief Gm ſo fortunately brave, 

And juſtly ſo renown'd as Alexander, 
The radiant ſun, fince firſt his beams gave light, 
Never yet ſaw. 
Ly/i. Such was not Cyrus, 


nor the fam'd Alcides, 


| you flatter me 
Cit. 1 hey do indeed; and yet you love em for't; 
But hate old Clytus for his hardy victue.— 
Come, ſhall I fpeak a man, with equal 
A better » and r ſoldier ? 
Alex, k me, Sir: I ſhould be glad to learn. 
Cat. Your father, Philip.—l have ſeen him march, 
Ani fought beneath his dreadful banner, where 
The boldeſt at this table would have trembled.— 
Nay, frown not, Sir; you cannot look me dead. — 
join'd Greeks, then was the tug of war, 
The labour d battle ſweat, and c 


onqueſt bled. 
Why ſhould I fear to ſpeak a bolder truth, 
Than cer the lying 


prieſts of Ainmon told you ? 
Neude, and ba the ! 
Alex. 5 rni 5 
Is then my glory come to this at e e 
Ta conquer women Nay, he ſaid, the ſtauteſt, 
The ſtouteſt here wou'd tremble at his dangers. 
In all the ſickneſs, all the wounds, I bore, 


When from my reins the javelin's head was cut, 


Ls ſimachus 
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Ly Hepheſtion, ſpeak, Perdiccas, 

Did I once tremble Oh, the curſed fallhood !— 

Did I once ſhake or groan? or act beneath 

The dauntleſs reſolution of a king ? 

Lyf. Wine has tranſported him. 
Alex. No, tis meer malice — 

] was a woman too at Oxydrace, 

When, planting cn the walls a ſcaling ladder, 

I mounted, ſpight of ſhow'rs of ſtones, bars, arrows, 

And all the lumber which they thunder'd down ; 

When you beneath cry'd out, and ſpread you arms, 

That I ſhould leap you, did I ſo? 1 
Ly/i. Dread ne 
Alex Was | a woman, when, like Mercury, 

I leap'd the walls and flew amidf the foe, 

And, like a baited lion, dv'd mvſcif 

All over in the blood of thoie bold hunters ; 

Till, fpent with toil, I battled on my knees, 

Pluckꝰ d forth the darts that made my fhield a foreſt, 

And hurl'd em back with moſt unconquer d fury ?— 

Then, ſhining in my arms, I ſunn'd the field, 

Mov'd, ſpoke, and fought, and was myſelf a war. 

Clyt. Twas all bravado; for, before you leap'd, 

You faw that I had burſt the gates aſunder. 

Alex. Oh, that thou wert but young again and vig'rous, 

That I might rike thee proſtrate to the earth 

For this audacious lic, thou fecble dotard ! 

Clzt. I know the reaſun, why vou uſe me thus. 

I fav'd you from the ſword of bold 

Elſe had your godſhip ſiumber'd in the duſt ; 

And moſt ungratetully youu hate me for it. 
Alex. Hence from the banquet !—Thus far I forgive thee. 
Clyt. Firſt try, for none can want forgiveneſs more, 

To have your own bold blifphemies forgiven, 

The ſhameful riots of a vicious life, 

Philotas* murder 
Alex. Ha! what faid the traitor ! 
Heph. Clytus, wit:draw ; Eumenes, force him hence; 

He muſt not tarrv. Drag bim to the door. 
C. yt. No, let him fend ne, if I muſt begone, 

To Phihp, Attalus, Caliſthenes, 

To great Parmenio, and his ſlaughter'd ſons. 


Alex. 
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Alex. Give me a javelin, 
Ly. Hold, Wie 4 Sir. 
Alex. Surah |! 

Left I :t once ſtrike through his heart and thine, 
Heph Oh, ſacree Sir, have but a moment's ? 
Alex. What Hold my arms ? ! ſhall . 

Like poor Darius, by my barb rous ſubjects. 

Perdiccas, found cur trumpets to the camp ; 

Call all my ſoldĩers to the court. Nay, hate ; 

For there is treaſon plotting gainſt my life, 

And I chall periſh ere they come to ſave me. [ Exit Perdic. 

Wi 2 is the traitor ? 

rt. Sure there's none ww us; 

But here I ſtand— hon it Clytus !— 

Whom the king invited to the banquet. 

Alex. Begone to Philip, Attalus, Caliſthenes; ¶ Stabs him. 

And let bold ſubjects learn, by thy example, 

gy” wn provoke the patience of their prince. 

The rage of 3 guſhing blood. 

On? 2 j have been to blame; 

Hate me not after death; for I repent, 

That I fo far have urg d your noble nature. 
Alex. What's tn. 1 hear ! Say on, my dying ſoldier. 
Cart. I thou'd have kill'd myſelf, had | but nud 

To de once fober; now | fall with honour ; 

My own hands wou'd have brought foul death. Oh, 

pardon ! [ Dies. 
Alex. neu i am lof What has my vengeance done! 

Who is it thou b. lt flain ? Clytus Lak was he ? 

The fairhfer?: tub; Ct. rtaieit counſellor, 

The bra» Liolaer , He o hn thy life, 

Fighting bare-b. at the i1ver Granick ;— 

And now he has a nob © recompente ! 

For a raſh word, ſoke in the heat of wine, 

The poor, the houeſt Clvtus thou halt lain; 

Clytus, thy triend, thy E' ardian, chy pceſerver 5 
He.. Remove the bod / it inſlames his ſorrow. 

Alex. None dare to touch him; we muſt never part. 

Cruel Hepheſtion and Lyſimachus, 

* had the power, yet wou'd not hold me !—Oh! 

Lyfi, Dear Sir, we did, 
Alex. I know ye did; ye held me 


Lik: 


42 ALEXANDER THE GREAT. 


Like a wild beaſt, to let me go again 
With greater viaddence—Oh, ye ve undone me 
Excuſe it not—you that cou'd flop a lion, 
Cou'd not turn me ye ſhould have drawn your ſwords, 
And barr'd my rage with their advancing points; 
Nlade reaſon glitter in my dazzled eyes, 
Till I had feen the precipice before me: 
That had been noble, that had ſhewn the friend. 
Clytus wou d fo have done to fave your lives. 
Li. When men ſhall hear how highly you were urg d 
Alex, No; you have let me ſtain my riſing glory, 
Which elſe had ended brighter than the ſun. 
Oh, I am all a blot, Which ſeas of tears, 
And my heart's blood, can never wiſh away 3 
Yet tis but juſt I try, and on the point, 
Still reeking, hurt my black polluted breaſt, 
7 phe Oh facred Sir—it ſhall not—muſt _ 
7/3. Forgive, dread Sir, forgive my pious 
That dare. 22 2 
Lex. Yes, cruel men, ye now can ſhew vour ftrength ; 
Here's not a ſlave, but dares oppoſe my juſtice, 
Yet none had courage to prevent this murder. 
But I will render all endeavours vain, 
That tend to fave my life— Here will I lie, 
Cloſe to my murder d ſoldier's bleeding fide, 
Thus claſping his cold body in my arms, 
Till death has clos'd my eyes, like his, for ever. 


Enter Perdiccas. 


Perd. Treaſon ! foul treaſon! Hepheſtion, where's the 
king ? 
Hepb. There, by old Cly tus” fide, whom he hath lain. 
Perd. Riſe, ſacted Sir, _ haſte to fave the queen: 
Roxana, fill'd with furious jealouſy, 
Came with a guard, unmatk d: ſhe gain'd the bow'r, 
And broke upon me with ſuch ſudden fury, 
That all have periſh'd who oppos'd her rage. 
Alex, \W hat fay: fays Perdiccas ? Is the queen in danger? 
Perd. Haſte, Sir, to your Statira, or the dies. 
Aer. Thus from the grave I rife to ſave herliſe.— 


All 


- — 2 . — 
— — — — — a E A „„ ut << x . —— W »: 


* 
* 

s 
, 
* 
: 


Tis beauty calls, and glory leads the way. —[Excunt. 


For, Oh, I tremble, and a thoutand terrors 


And reachid the 


; 
| 
; 
? 
| 
| 
1 
( 
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All draw your ſwords, on wings of ing move, 
Y Ammon leads you, and the is love ; 
When | ould an, torr ence wild Gite s thay, 


Flouriſh of Trumpets, Drums, c. 


ACT V. 
SCENE I. 
THE GARDERS OF SEMIRAMIS; 
Suite 


. W l 
Where are you fied, dear ſhades ? — 
Tus but a dream; 6 xy yet | faw and heard "_ 


My royal parents, who, while pious eare 


Sat on their faded cheeks, pronounc'd with tears, 


Tears ſuch as angels weep, this hour my laſt. 

But hence with fear—my Alexander comes, 

And fear and ever fled from him. 

My Alexander '—Wou's that he we here! 


Ruſh in upon me, and alarm my heart. 
| Flouriſh of Trumpets. 

But hark, 'tis he, and all my fears are fled ; 
My life, m my Alexander comes. 
Rox. KIM Make fad the gate with all its ally bars; 


N LN 5 


Stat. on defend me 
Roxana's voice | _- np vicion's true, 
And die 1 muſt. 

F Enter 
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W 


Roxa. Secure the brazen gate. 
Where is my rival ? *tis Roxana calls. 
Stat. And what is ſhe, who, with ſuch tow'ring pride, 
Wou'd awe a princeſs that is born above her? 
Read. Behold this dagger !—'Tis thy fate, Satire! | 
Behold, and meet it as becomes a queen. 
Fain wou'd I find thee worthy of my vengeance ; 
Here, take my weapon then; and, if thou dar ſt— | 
| Seat. How little know'1i thou what Statira dares ! 
Yes, cruel woman | yes, | dare meet death 
With a reſolve, at which thy coward heart 
Wou'd ſhrink ; for terror haunts the guilty mind; 
While conſcious innocence, that knows no fear, 
Can ſmiling paſs, and ſcorn th — M 
Nora. Return, fair inſolent 
„ when a3 ages? 
Reſtore him quickly to my longing arms, 
And with him give me back his broken vows, 
For, perjur'd as he is, he ſtill is mine, 
Or | will rend him from thy blecding heart. 
Stat. Alas, Roxana, tis not in my power; 
] cannot if I would—And, oh, ye 
What were the world to Alexander's low ! 
 Roxa. Oh, forcereſs, to thy accurſed charms 
I owe the frenzy that diſtracts foul ; 
To tnem I owe my Alexander's 
Too late thou trembleſt at my juſt revenge, 


My wrongs cry out, and vengeance will have way. 
[Holds up the dagger. — iS 
Stat. Hold, hold, thy threat ning hand, advanc'd in air. | 
] read my ſentence written in thy eyes a 
Yet, Oh, Roxana, on thy black revenge 


">. ths Ene 
Fool! but for him thou might ſt unheeded live ; fee him. 
— adens d to die. 

The 
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The fole remaining joy that glads my foul, 
Is to deprive thee of the heart I've loſt. 


U Flouriſh of Trumpets, 
Enter a Slave. 


Slave. Madam, the king and all his guards are come; 
With frantic rage they thunder at the gate, 5 
n [Exit Slave. 

Reoxa. Ha | 


Rexa. Ner he, nor Heav'n, ſhall ſhield thee from my 
juſtice. | 
Die, e dd & reſs, die, and all my wrongs die with thee. 


Stabs he 
Alex. [ Without.) Away, ye ſlaves, ſtand off !\—Quick 
let me fly 


On lightning's wings j——nor Heav'n, nor earth, ſhall 
ſtop me. 
[ Flourifh of Trumpets. 


Enter Alexander, Lyſimachus, Caffander, Perdiccas, 
Thellalus, Officers, and Guards. | 
Ha !—Oh, my foul, my queen, my love, Statira ! 
Tneie wounds! are theſe my promis d joys ? 
l 
only love, 
. 1 
For thus delighted, while 
Death grows more hoi rid, | >< + TY 
Alex. Thou ſhał t 14 ſtars! 


„ 
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Alex. Look up my love. — | 
Oh. Hea:'n ! and will you, will take her from me! 
Stat. Fare wel. my moſt woſt lor d lord ; Ah me, farewel. 
Yet, eve ] tt, pruned rape. 
Alex. Oh, ſpeak, f 
That I may execute before I follow thee. p 
Stat. Leave not the world, 1 


Spare 

Roxana's liſe.— Twas love of 
The death ſhe gave me. And, 
Amidft your revels, ED En. 
And, ere the chearful bowl ſalute your lips, 


Inrich it with a tear, and | am happy. [Dies. 7 = 
Alex. Yet, ere thou tak'ſt thy flight—She's gone, 
All, all is huſh'd ; no muſic now is heard ; [ ſhe's gone! Ol 


The roſes wither ; and the fragrant breath, 
That wal d their fweets, ſhalf never wake * em more. 
Roxa. IP ang, my Taps" no ſor: ow can recal her. 
Od, turn your eyes, and, in Roxana's arms, 
You'll find fo hes endoratitie wath. 
Alex. Hence, from my ſight, and thank my dear Statira, 
That yet thou art alive. . 
Roxa. 2 arms. 
In ſpight of all your cruelty, I love you: 
Free 
Thus, on my knees, for ever cling around you, 
Till you forgive me, or till death divide us. 
Alex. Hence, fury, hence: there's not a glance of thine, 
But, like a bafiliſk, comes wing'd with death. 
Roxa. Oh, ſpeak not thus, to one who kneels for mercy. 5 
Think, for whoſ: ſake it was | madly plung d 
Into 4 crime abhorrent to my nature. n 
A'ex. Off, murd' reis, off ! for ever ſhun my ſight ! 
My eyes det-it thee, for thy foul is ruin. , 
Roxa. Barbarian! yes, will for ever ſhun thee. 
Repeated injuries have fteel'd my heart, 
And I cou'd curſe mylelf i for being kind 
If there is any majeſty above, 
That has revenge in ſtore for perjur'd love, 
Send, Heav'n, the ſwifteſt ruin on his head! 
Strike the deſtroyer lay the victor dead 


Kilt 


Noot up theſe 
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II and avenge my wrong 
don 1 - (as | 
with thunder, let him ruſh 
But what ace curſes? RN 
Nor eaſe the tortures I am doom'd to feel. [Exit Roxana. 
Alex. Oh, my fair ſtar. I ſhall be ſhortly with thee ! 
What means this deadly dew upon my forehead ? 
My heart too heaves —— 
Caſſ. The poiſon works! 


Enter Eumenes. 
Eume. n a fatal meſſenger, 


The is no more. 


| Conch he RE. of Statira's fare, 


She ſoon expir d, and, with her lateſt breath, 
Left Parifatis tu L 


yſimachus. 
But what, [ fear, moſt deeply will affect you, 
Your jov'd H ——_ 
Alex. Dead! then he is bleſs d! 
But here, here lies my fate. Hepheſtion ! Clytus ! 
My victories all for ever folded up 
In this dear body. . 


My ftandard* 
TT SSIS Oh wn 


Go, for the monument of this lov'd creature, 

bowers, and pave 'em all with gold. | 
Draw dr y the Ganges, make the Indies poor, 
To deck ber tomb : r 


But the pomp from to place 
* wn urge of Trumpets. 


[Exeunt all but Calfander and Theſlalus. 
t whither ?—follow, Theſſalus, 
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SCENE II. 
AA ANTICHAMBER IN THE PALACE. 
— be fi, ſhall be fated. 
th cravings 
Dean roms ot Jarge, the furie are unchain'd, 
And murder plays her mighty maſter- piece. 
Enter 
Saw you the ? He parted hence this moment. 
„ age + diſorder'd wildneſs in his looks, 
oder Sr Gy oY _—_ 
rr then 


\ 


Oh, P ! I have 
Statira's dead !—and, as he ſpoke, 
Gh d from his eyes—1 more than felt his pains 


The. | left him circled by a crowd of princes. 
The po ſon tears him with that height of horror, 
Ev's I cou'd pity. him—he call'd the chiefs; 
Embrac' 'em round—then, ſtarting from amidit * em, 


Cried out, I come twas Ammon 8 voice ; I it | 


Father, I come; but, let me, ere I go, 
Diſpatch the buſineſs of a world. 


Enjoy the tempeſt we ourſelves have rais d. 


Poly. No more; I hear him—we muſt meet anon. 
ca In Saturn's field there give a looſe to rapture, 


% . 


2 
SCENE m. 
4 THE PALACE. n 
Alexander, Lyfimachus, Eumenes, Perdiccas, Officers, 
Guards, and Attendants, diſcovered. 


Lvfi. We have ſearch' d, but find no hurt. 
Alex. Oh, 1 am ſhot ; a forked burning arrow 


f 


change 
hiſſing through bowels ; 
"Tis, fure, the arm of death. . 


Cover me, for | freeze, and my teeth chatter, 


And my knees knock a 

Kenn 7 

Alex. 3 talks of Heav n? 
I burn, I burn again; — 
The war 229 o-—doy far che Tyarls | 
Bear me, | the billows. 
Oh, tis a noble beaſt; I wou'd not 
F or the beſt horſe the ſun has in his ſtable ; 


him 


by . 
& oY, 


The 


1 fee, 1 ng plume 

And hi ten white horſes : 
He bl i 
He 

They 


< 
1 
78 
4 


3 


II. — load od ward. + -- vu oo pope NY 


Pix. We will not part with yard, nor change for Mars. 
Alex. Perdiccas, take this 


— —— 


Alex. When you are all moſt happ 
Y our hands— Om, father, if 1 have dicharg d 
The duty of a man to empire born 


* 


— | 
— the et of kings 8 


* 


3 


